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May ¢. 

Hen a Man has engag’d to keep a Stage- 
Coach, he is oblig’d, whether he has 
Paflengers or not, to fet out: Thus it 
fares with us Weekly Hiftorians; but 
indeed, on my Particular, I hope thall foon have lit- 
tle more to do in this Work, than to Publith what is 
fent me from fuch as have Leifure and Capacity 
for giving Delight, and being pleas‘d in an elegant 
Manner. The prefent Grandeur of the Britifh Na- 
tion might e us expect, that we fhould rife in 
our Publick Diverfions, and Manner of enjoying 
Life, in Proportion to our Advancement in Glory 
and Power. Inftead of that, take and furvey this 
Town, and you'l find, Rakes and Debauchees are 
our Men of Pleafyre ; Thoughtlefs Atheifts, and 
Lititerate Drunkards, call themfelves Free Thinkers ; 
and Gamefters,Banterers,Biters,Swearers,and Twenty 
new-born Infects more, are, in their feveral Species, 
the modern Men of Wit. Hence it is, that a 
Man who has been out of Town but one half 
Year, has loft the Language, and mutt have fome 
Friend to ftand by him, and keep him in Counte- 
nance for talking common Senfe. To DayI fawa 
fhort Interlude at White's of this Nature, which I 
took Notes of, and put together as well as I could 
in a Publick Place. The Perfons of the Drama 
are, Pip, the laft Gentleman that has been made fo 
at Cards ; Trimmer, a Perfon half undone at em, 
and is now between a Cheat and a Gentleman; 
Acorn, an honeft Englifh Man, of good plain Senfe 
and Meaning; and Mr. Friendly, a reafonable Man 

of the Town. 


White's Chocolate-houfe, May 5, 
Enter Pip, Trim, and Acorn. 

Ac, What's the Matter Gentlemen? What ! Take 
no Notice of an old Friend? 

Pip. Pox on it! don’t talk tome, Iam Vow- 
el'd by the Count, and curfedly out of Humour. 

Ac. Vowel’d! Prithee, Trimmer, What does he 
mean by that? 

Trim. Have a Care, Harry, {peak foftly ; don’t 
fhow your Ignorance: -- If you do, they'l Bite 
you wheree'r they meet you ; they are fuch curfed 
Curs, -- the prefent Wits. 

4c, Bite me! Whatdo you mean? 

Pip, Why! Don’t you know what Biting is? 
Nay, you are in the right on’t. However, one 
would learn it only to defend one’s felf againit 
Men of Wit, as one would know the Tricks of 
Play, to be fecure again{t the Cheats. But don’t 
you hear, Acorn, that Report, That fome Poten- 
tates of the Alliance have taken Care of themfelves, 
exclufive of us ? ; 

Ac, How! Heav’n forbid! After all our Glo- 
rious Victories; all this Expence of Blood and 
Treafure! 

Pip. Bite ---- 

Ac. Bie! How? ; 

Trim, Nay, he has Bit you fairly enough; that’s 
certain. 


Ac. Pox! I don’t feel it -- How ? Where ? 

Exit Pip, and Trimmer, laughing, 

4c. Ho! Mr, Friendly, your moft humble Ser- 

vant ; you heard what pafs'd between thofe fine 

Gentlemen and me. Pip complain’d ta me, That 
he has been Vowel’d ; and they tell me, I ain Bit. 

Friend. You are to underftand, Sir, That Sim- 
plicity of Behaviour, which is the Perfection of 

ood Breeding and good Senfe, is utterly loft in the 
orld ; and in the Room of it, there are ftarted 
a Thoufand little Inventions, which Men, barren of 
better Things, take up in the Place of it. Thus, for 
every Character in Converfation that us’d to pleaie, 
there is an Impoftor put upon you. Him whom 
we allow'd formerly for a certain pleafant Subtilty, 
and natural Way of giving you an urexpected Hit, 
call'd a Droll, is now wana 2 by a Biter, who isa 
dull Fellow,that tells you a Lye with a grave Face, 
and ~—_ at you for knowing hin no better than to 
believe him. Inftead of that Sort of Companion, who 
could rally you, and keep his Countenance, ’til] 
he made you fall into fome little Inconfiftency of 
Behaviour, at which you could laugh your telf 
with him, you have the Snearer, who will keep you 
Company from Morning to Night, to gather your 
Follies ot the Day, (which perhaps you commit out 
of Confidence in him) and expofe you in the Eve- 
ning to all the Scornersin Town. For your Manof 
Senie and free Spirit, whofe Set of Thoughts were 
built upon Learning, Reafon, and Experience, 
ou have now an impudent Creature made up of 
ice only, who fupports his Ignorance by his Cou- 
tage, and Want of Learning by Contempt of it. 

Ac, Dear Sir, hold: What you have told ime 
already in this Change of Converfation, is too mife- 
rable to be heard mac any Delight ; but, methinks, 
as thefe new Creatures appear in the World, it 
might give an excellent Field to Writers for ihe 
Stage, to divert us with the Reprcfentation of them 
there. 

Friend. No, No: As you fay, there might be 
fome Hopes of Redrefs of theie Grievances, if 
there were proper Care taken of the Theatre ; but 
the Hiftory of that is yet more lamentable than that 
of the Decay of Converfation I gave you. 

Ac, Pray, Sir, a little: I han’t been in Town 
thefe Six Years, ‘till within this Fortnight. 

Friend. \t is now fome Years, fince jeveral Revo- 
Jutions in the Gay World, had made the Empire of 
the Stage {ubject to very tatal Convulfions, which 
were too dangerous to be cured by the Skill of little 
King Oberon, who then fat in the Throne of it, 
The Lazineis of this Prince threw him upon the 
Choice of a Perion who was fit to {pend his Life 
in Contentions, an able and profound Attorney, to 
whom he mortgag’d his whole Empire. This Divito 
is the moft skilful of all Politicians: He has a per- 
feét Skill in being unintelligible in Ditcourfe, and 
uncomeatable in Bufineis. This Fellow having no 
Underftanding in this polite Way, brought in up- 
on us, to get inhis Money, Ladder-dancers, Rope- 
dancers, Jugglers, and Mountebanks, to tizut 5 To 
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Piace of Shakefpear’s Herocs, and Fobnfon’s Humou- 
rifts. When the Seat of Wit was thus mortgag’d, 
without Equity of Redemption, an Architect arofe, 
who has built the Mufe a new Palace, but fecur’d her 
no Retinue; fo that inftead of Action there, we have 
been put off by Song and Dance. This latter Help 
of Sound has alfo began to fail for want of Voices ; 
therefore the Palace has fince been put into the 
Hands of a Surgeon, who cuts any Foreign Fellow 
into an Eunuch, and paffes him upon us for a Singer 
of Jtaly. 

Ac. Vl go out of Town to Morrow. 

Friend. ‘neg are come to this pafs, and the 
World will not underltand, the Theatre has much 
the fame Effeét on the Manners of the Age, as the 
Bank on the Credit-of the Nation: Wit and Spirit, 
Humour and good Senfe, can never be reviv’d, but 
under the Government of thofe who are Judges of 
fuch Talents, who know, that whatever 1s put up 
in their ftead, is But a dbort and trifling Expedient 
to fupport the Appearance of ’em for a Seafon. It 
is pollible a Peace will give leifure to put thefe Mat- 
ters under new Regulation; but at — all the 
Affitance we cin ice towards our Recovery, is as 
far from giving us Help, as a Poultice is from per- 
— what can be done only by the Grand 

lixir. 


Will’s Coffee-houfe, May 6. 

According to our late Defign in ‘the applauded 
Verfes on the Morning, which you lately had from 
hence, we proceed to improve that juft Intention, 
and prefent you with other Labours, made proper 
to the Place in which they were written. The fol- 
lowing Poem comes from Copenhagen, and is as fine 
a Winter-piece, as we have ever had from any of 
the Schools of the moft learned Painters, Such 
Images as thefe give us a new Pleafure m our 
Sight, and fix upon our Minds Traces of Reflexion, 
which accompany us whenever the like Objects oc- 
cur. In fhort, excellent Poetry and Defctiption 
dwell upon us fo agreeably, that all the Readers of 
‘em are made to think, if not write, like Men of 
Wit. But it would be Injury to detain you longer 
from this excellent Performance, which 1s addreis’d 
to the Earl of Dorfet by Mr. Philips, the Author 
of feveral excellent Poems in Mr. Tonjon's new Mif- 
cellany. 


From Frozen Climes, and Endlefs Tratts of Snow, 
From Streams that Northern Winds forbid to flow ; 
What Prefent fhall the Muje to Dortet bring ; 

Or how, fo near the Pole, attempt to fing ¢ 

The hoary Winter here conceals from Sight 

All pleafing Objeéts that to Verfe invite. 

The Hills and Vales, and the Delightful Woods, 
The Flowry Plains, and Silver Streaming Floods, 
By Snow difenis'd, in bright Confujion lye, 

And with one daxling Wafke fatigue the Eye. 


The ruling Cold retards the coming Spring, 
No Birds within the Defart Region fing. 
The Ships unmov'd the boif'rous Winds defy, 
While ratling Chariots o'er the Ocean fly. 
The vaft Leviathan wants Room to play, 
And fpout his Waters in the Face of Day. 
The ftarving Wolves along the main Sea pronl, 
And to the Moon in Icy Valleys hor. 


For many a fhining League the level Main, 
Here fpreads it felf into a Glaffy Plain: 
And there the Froxen Billows of enormous Size, 
Alpes of green Ice, in nild Diforder rife. 
And yet be lately have I feen, e'en here, 
The Winter in a lovely Drefs appear. 









Ever yet the Clouds let fall the te a Snow, 
Or ftormy Winds thick haxy Weather blow. 


Firft, a keen Eaftern. Breexe at Ev'ning rofe ; 

Then, the defcending Rain unfullied froze. 

* Soon as the filent Shades of Night withdrew, 
The ruddy Morn difelos'd at once to View 
The Fall of Nature in arich Difguife, ~~ 
And brighten’d ev'ry Oljeét to my Eyes. 
For ev'ry Shrub, annd ev'ry Blade of Grafs 

- And ev'ry pointed Thorn, feem'd wrought in Glafs, 


In Pearls and Rubies rich the Hawthorns ove, 
While, through the Ice the Crimfon Berries glow, 
The thick {prung Reeds the flabby Mar [hes yield, 
Seem polifh'd Lances in a hoftile Field. . 
The Stag in limpid Currents with Surprize, 
Sees Chryftal Branches on his Forehead rife, 
The fpreading Oak, the Beech, and tow'ring Pine, 
Glazd over, in the freexing either fhine. 
The frighted Birds the ratling Branches fbun, 
That wave and gliffer in the difkant Sun. 


When if a fudden Gufi of Wind arife, 
The brittle Foreft into Atoms flies : 
A Spangled Shower from every Tree defcends, 
And the bright Scene in-coftly Ruin ends. 
Or if a Southern Gale the Region’ warm, 
And by Degrees unbinds the Wintry Charm, 
The Traveller a miry Country fees, 
And journeys fad beneath the dropping Trees, 


From my own Apartment, May 6. 


There has a Mail this Day arriv’d from Holland ; 
but the Matter of the Advices importing rather 
what gives us great Expectations, than any pofitive 
Affurances, 1 fhall, for this Time, decline giving 
you what i know, and apply_ the following Verfes 
of Mr. Dryden, in the Second Part of Almanzar, ta 
the prefent Circumftances of Things, without dif- 
covering what my Knowledge in Altronomy fug- 
gefts to ime. Sees 


When Empire in its Childhood fir appears, 

A watchful Fate 0'erfees its tender Tears : 

"Till grown more fRrong, it thrujts and flretches ont, 
And elbows all the Kingdoms round about. 

The Place thus made for its firft breathing free, 

Tt moves again jor Eafe and Luxury : 

"Till felling by Degrees it has pest 

The greater Space, and now crowds up the ref. 
When from bebind there farts fome petty State, 
And pufhes on its now unweildy Fate, 

Then down the Precipice of Time it goes, 

And finks in Minutes, which in- Ages rofe. 


Advertifements. 


Newly publifh’d, 
The MONTHLY AMUSEMENT. Numb. I. 
For April, 1709. Containing, LaGitanilla, the little Gypfie, a 
Novel, written by Miguel de Cervantes Saavedra, (Author of the 
Hiltory of Don Quixote) and done trom the Spanifh by J. Ozcll. 
Printed for D, Midwinter in St. Paul’s Church-yard, and B. Lin- 
pe in Fleetitreet : And fold by J. Morphew near Stationers-Hall. 
rice 1S 
i Le MISANTROPE, The Man-hater,a Comedy, written 
by M.De MOLMERE, is inthe Prefs for Number it of the 
MONTHLY AMUSEMENT. 


In a few Days will be Publith'd, 

Nnals of rhe Univerfe ; containing an Account of the moft 

Memorable Adtions, Affairs and Occurrences, which have 
happen’d in the World, but efpecially in Europe, from the Year 
1460, where Mr. Whitlock leaves off, to the Year 1680. In Two 
Decades. With an Index tothe Whole. Being a Continuation 
of the faid Mr, Whitlock’s Memotials. Printed for William Care 
ter, a¢ the Rofe and Crown in S:. Paul’s Churchyard ; and co be 
fold by John Morphew near Stationers.Hall. 





Sold by John Morphew.near Stationers-Hall; where Advertifements are taken in, 











